YORK
lost an arm in the war, was always reported to be an extreme
Socialist. The morning of the election I asked him if he had
voted, and for whom; he replied: "I voted for Butcher.
It's the old man's birthday."
I cannot speak of the north of England without thinking
of those splendid and loyal miners; and I have the same ad-
miration for their wives, with their spotless cottages, spotless
doorsteps and windows. I recollect so well an occasion when
I was at Pwllheli in N. Wales, visiting the soth Northumbrian
Division at training. A strike was called, and the situation
for the Durham miners was very difficult. I thought the -best
thing to do was to talk to them, as I felt very much for them.
So I got all four battalions of the Durham Brigade together
and made them sit down on the grass round me in a very
delightful setting, a sort of basin with woods all around. I
made them an address on the situation which they accepted
most loyally, and it was soon evident that they wished to go
on and complete their training, with just one reservation;
that they should be allowed to return quietly to their homes
after camp instead of marching back with bands and the usual
ceremony. So all was weEL When I got to the officers'
mess for lunch, a man arrived with a copy of the Daily Mail
which announced that the strike had been called off. After
that I always had a splendid welcome from all the mining
villages of Durham.
I had another lot of good friends in the L.NJB. railwaymen
at Acomb, near York They had a branch of the British
Legion which I used to visit and where I told them stories
about my time in Turkey, etc. They were reported to be
very red and the gentleman who usually proposed a vote of
thanks to me wore a red tie and was always pointed out to me
as the red-hot Communist of York. Each year on Armistice
Sunday they had an afternoon service, on Acomb Green,
which I attended. One year, however, it clashed with the
great railway strike and the situation was very difficult. They
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